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sat or sprawled themselves out, pretending to look uncon-
cerned but actually quaking with fear. The most disgrace-
ful scene ensued when the tenders finally hove to. As
usual, the rich insisted on 'going aboard first. Having a
first-class passage I found myself among the rich. I was
thoroughly disgusted and half minded not to take the
boat at all but return quietly to Durrell's house and let
things take their course. Then, by some miraculous quirk,
I discovered that we weren't to go aboard first, that we
were to go last. All the fine luggage was being taken out
of the tenders and thrown back on the quay. Bravo! My
heart went up. The Countess, who had more luggage than
any one, was the very last to go aboard. Later I discovered
to my surprise that it was she who had arranged matters
thus. It Was the inefficiency that had annoyed her, not the
question of class or privilege. She hadn't the least fear of
the Italians apparently—what she minded was the dis-
order, the shameful scramble. It was four in the morning,
as I say, with a bright moon gleaming on a swollen, angry
sea, when we pushed off from the quay in the little caiques.
I had never expected to leave Corfu under such condi-
tions* I was a bit angry with myself for having consented
to go to Athens. I was more concerned about the inter-
ruption of my blissful vacation than about the dangers of
the impending war* It was still Summer and I had by no
jneans had enough of sun and sea. I thought of the peas-
ant women and the ragged children who would soon be
without food, and the look in their eyes as they waved
good-bye to us. It seemed cowardly, to be running away
like this, leaving the weak and innocent to their doom.
Money again. Those who have escape 5 those whcx have
not are massacred. I found myself praying that the Ital-
ians would intercept us, that we would not get off scot
free ia this shameless way.

